a duty.
The neat young report-teacher gave each of us a slip of white paper one morning, and directed us to write " for what we were preparing." The other girls and boys scribbled busily; a line or two quite summed up their future course of life. Next to rne a brown-eyed girl extended her slip to me. On her paper she had written: " I expect to go to college." I asked her why she wished to -be a stenographer, to which she replied indignantly that she didn't! The college of which she spoke was not, as it was to girls in Soho, a " business college." The girl next to me in the high school meant that she was going to a college such as boys attended. I had never heard of a girl who went to college. But the strangest thing repeated by me in our kitchen was the statement that married women, the [93]eartily in appre-[92]ooking on the life to touch it. One day the [90]eir parents to permit them to graduate from public school, it was preposterous of me to dream of high school. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
